THE    MEMOIRS    OF
travelled since they escaped from the besieged cavern* The
rain had at last ceased and as Foxley, after drinking a little
water, sank Immediately into a deep slumber, the others
followed suit.
They did not wake until the morning of the next day.
They had had only one real meal since leaving the cavern,
and Foxley, having been weakened by loss of blood, was
wild for food. It was therefore decided to take the chance
of finding a settlement in order to obtain provisions. They
climbed the banks of Cumaroy, trusting to come upon one
of the stock or sheep stations which they knew to be dotted
here and there to the right of the Bathurst country. It was
not until the forenoon of the next day that, after travelling
some hours southward along the river's course, they came
upon a small hut and stockyard in the centre of a natural
clearing. The door was open and smoke was coming from
the chimney; and the bushrangers discussed how best they
might approach unobserved and so surprise the inmates.
In the end they made a circuit through the trees until they
were opposite the back of the house. Foxley and Smith,
taking only their guns and pistols, dropped flat and began
to crawl cautiously through the grass.
Rashleigh was left in McCoy's charge, and lay behind a
log, from which position he had a clear view of the hut and
clearing. He watched the desperadoes stealthily approach
and saw, just as they reached a corner of the stockyard, a
man come out of the hut carrying a whip and go over to a
stable shed from which he led out a horse, ready saddled
and bridled. As his foot was in the stirrup Foxley and Smith
stood up and, covering him with their guns, ordered him to
halt on peril of his life. The man, however, after a glance
at them, vaulted lightly into the saddle, spurred his horse
sharply and rode off. He passed within twenty yards of the
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